Claude Simon 


berenice’s 
golden mane 


Translated by Simon Green 


Claude Simon 


bérénice's 
golden mane 


Translated by Simon Green 
and 
Introduced by Karl Orend 


$ 


Alyscamps Press 
Paris 


TITLE: BERENICE'S GOLDEN MANE 


Translation copyright © 1998, 2017 by Alyscamps Press 
and Simon Green. 


Text copyright © 1966, 1998, 2017 by Claude Simon. 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any 
manner whatsoever without the permission of the publisher and copyright 
holders, except in the case of brief quotations embedded in critical articles 
and reviews. 

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Data. 

A cataloguing record for this book is available 

from the British Library. 

ISBN: 1897722 788 

Photo Credits: Photograph of Claude Simon courtesy of Editions de Minuit. . 
Cover photograph courtesy of Caroline Hagen. 


translator's acknowledgement 


Many thanks to Mark Polizzotti, in Boston, for his invaluable suggestions, to 
Patrick de Mornay for sharing my love of meticulae and to Gaia Follet for 
precious beauty and oxygen. Special thanks to Karl Orend who introduced 
me to Claude Simon and commissioned this book. 

Simon Green 


publisher's acknowledgement 


My sincere thanks to Caroline Hagen who designed this book. 
Karl Orend 


bérénice’s golden mane 


Introduction 


Claude Simon, Nobel prize winner and one of the great prose 
stylists of the century, is perhaps one of the least understood and 
known of major twentieth century writers as far as the general 
public is concerned. For many years his books have been made 
available in English by John Calder and although he has known 
some critical success, his reception has been far from uniformly 
warm. Often dismissed as an extreme experimental stylist and 
just another member of the Nouveau Roman school, he has been 
variously described as “difficult, ‘boring, ‘unreadable’ and 
‘confused. Upon the award of the (long deserved) Nobel, there 
were allegations that the vote had been rigged, and one critic 
asked if by the award the committee wished to signal that the 
riovel was definitively dead. How then are we to understand the 
extremes of hostility and admiration which Claude Simon 
provokes and how can we reconcile them? The answer lies 
perhaps simply in a change of frame of reference, and our 
suspension of old prejudices of what the novel and fiction should 
be. Rather than reading Simon as a novelist, if we read him as the 
poet and painter he at heart most truly is, the confusion would 
disappear and the frustration be resolved. 

There is a parallel to be found amongst English authors - 
in the case of Lawrence Durrell, as a perusal of George Steiner’s 
essay Lawrence Durrell: The Baroque Novel would show. Critics 
have remained deeply divided about the merits of the Alexandria 
Quartet since it first appeared. Durrell was described variously as 
a charlatan, a mere word-spinner, and a novelist whose angle 
of vision is grotesquely narrow. Such charges have been heaped. 


upon Claude Simon - but, as Steiner points out, others believe 
Durrell is one of the greatest prosateurs since Joyce and Proust - 
not surprisingly, both these men were fundamentally influential 
upon the work of both Simon and Durrell. In his Nobel speech, 
Simon pointed out that Joyce and Proust in their work 
sanctioned a slow evolution, in the course of which, the so-called 
realist novel s’est lui-méme donné la mort. 

Steiner points out that Durrell stems from a tradition of 
Baroque prose which led via Sir Thomas Browne, Robert 
Burton, De Quincey and Conrad to a richness of language, an 
accumulation and marshalling of linguistic power that is beyond 
the habitual use of modern readers with their diffused and 
impoverished sensitivity to language. Writers whose fascination 
with language was eclectic and all pervasive are rare in the 
modern age; in recent decades, Nabokov, Durrell and Anthony 
Burgess were among the greatest, and for a French comparison to 
these guardians of our linguistic heritage we must look to Claude 
Simon. These writers are not all of a kind, but rather they share 
the powers of observation for color, form and tone of artists, 
scientists and musicians. Each had an all important passion 
outside of the novel - Durrell, poetry, science and art; Nabokov, 
lepidoptery; and Burgess, musical composition - that allowed 
them to revisit language anew with an eye different to the 
novelist who lived but for his books. Claude Simon has always 
wanted to be a painter - it was the great ambition of his life - and 
yet he admits that while he had the eye of a painter, he lacked the 
hand. In a sense, fiction is a refuge for his ambition - his novels 
are collages and paintings with words, and conform to the logic 
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of art rather than that of conventional fiction. Without 
appreciating their artistic form, their artifice appears contrived 
and intellectual rather than the sensory experience it is. To try to 
read Claude Simon without an eye for artistic form is like trying 
to read Durrell without a thought for Einstein and for Freud. 
One lacks the key to unlock the fundamental premise upon 
which the work is based. 

La chevelure de Bérénice is Claude Simon’s shortest work 
and yet his most penetrating exploration of the art of language 
and writing. It provides a unique opportunity for anyone who 
has reservations about approaching his major books to 
understand his methods of composition. Thus can be revealed 
the techniques of collage, assemblage and approfondissement of 
imagery which takes account of the inadequacy of the 
conventional realist novel and the fact that objects, events, 
people, perception and memory are deformed and partially 
obscured by time and circumstance. One must search for the 
reality within these elements themselves and their juxtaposition 
to others within the palette of our own heart. From this point, 
Claude Simon begins: ‘I write my books as one makes a 
painting. Every painting is first of all a composition’ 

La chevelure de Bérénice was composed to accompany a 
series of 23 toiles by Juan Mirö and first released under the title 
Femmes. The paintings were not completed with Claude Simon 
in mind but Miró requested a prose composition presumably 
out of affinity with Simon as artist and man. The two were 
linked by Catalan heritage which allowed Simon to respond to 
the colors and shapes in Miró's art. ‘One finds in the paintings 
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of Miró a quantity of forms from my région which I know well 
because I am also Catalan on my mother’s side ; the beaches, the 
objects one finds there (pebbles, driftwood, starfish) ; I've spoken 
about all that. And finally the images, words, bringing as always 
other images, that which makes up a text? 

The deluxe first edition has become so rare that we were 
unable to consult one in the preparation of this edition. The text 
has however appeared alone twice in French and with the second 
reissue (Minuit 1983) the title was changed from Femmes to avoid 
confusion with Philippe Sollers' book of the same title. The same 
problem arises in English translation and since the current French 
title does lend itself to transmutation, we have chosen a title 
which honors Claude Simon’s imagery. Chevelure is both a head 
of hair and the tail of a comet. The Berenice of the title is the 
Bérénice of Callimachos’ poem Aitia, only thirty lines of which 
survive on papyrus, and later translated into latin by Catullus. 
Bérénice, daughter of Magas of Cyrene, married her second 
cousin Ptolemy III in 247 B.C.. When her husband went to war in 
Syria she vowed a lock of her hair for his safe return and 
dedicated it in the Pantheon at Alexandria when he came home. 
The lock of hair vanished, upon which Conon, the Astronomer 
Royal, declared that it had been instarred in the night sky between 
Virgo and the Great Bear - a symbol of fulfilled promise and 
constant love. In the text of Bérénice, the words act as stars in the 
night sky forming patterns that can be constantly revisited and 
remade by the interaction of reader, writer and written word 
(character). Simon attempts to describe writing in action - no 
clear storyline or characterisation (the basis of traditional 
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fiction) is forthcoming. There is little punctuation, no real 
beginning, no real end - the ambiguity of language, of memory 
and interpretation are revealed in all their complexity. Contrasts 
of image abound - black to bright colors, eroticism with absence 
of feeling, death and conception. The prose unfurls and revolves 
upon itself in a cycle of day and night, wakefulness and sleeping, 
life and death. Our whole universe is contained herein. We must 
read this not as a time succession with a sense of duration, but as 
the transposing of one dimension into another, organised 
around images which coexist in memory. Emotions and 
memories are fragmentary and yet, we are a composite that 
responds and pulses to the interplay of diverse combinations of 
our historical, aspirational and present selves. A detailed 
examination of the text is beyond the scope of this essay, but 
admirable essais have been completed by Mary Orr, Guy 
Neumann and Georges Raillard. Neumann quotes Barthes to say 
that even when a text is fixed on paper, it does not cease to work, 
to partake in a process of generation. This is true of Bérénice 
where each time the text is revisited, new affinities, echoes, 
correspondences will emerge with our everchanging perspective 
to reveal new aspects of the harmony of the universe. In the 
prose of Claude Simon, as in the great paintings of the world, 
one may discover an inexhaustable landscape. This book of a 
mere few pages contains worlds. 


Karl Orend, 
Paris 
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ponderous dressed all in black a black scarf over her head she 
crossed the deserted beach and reaching the water’s edge sat on 
the sand setting the child beside her then leaning back she 
rested a little on her hands arms out like struts bust slightly 
tilted up her legs crossed stretched out before her gazing out to 
sea 


her skin showed very white through the weave of her stockings 
she wore black frayed wispy rope-sole sandals with the laces 
criss-crossed then knotted at the back just over her ankles 


dune in the shape of two soft hillocks a horizontal line of grey 
sea intersected the bottom of the hollow separating them the 
sky overhead grey also although paler a ceiling of motionless 
clouds with swollen pallid bellies On the smooth flank of the 
dune the wind had traced parallel furrows in the sinuous sand 
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like the grain running through a plank 


one after the other she removed her stockings rolling them 
down thighs that were creamy and plump placing each 
stocking carefully inside a sandal then she stood up and went 
down into the water her skirt raised but not far enough a wave 
larger than the others splashed over her creating an irregularly 
shaped band of wavy wet blacker than black 


half buried in the sand rusted barrel-hoops a large piece of 
wood dark grey with light grey veins probably of harder wood 
than in the spaces lying between them so they stood out ridged 
in relief finely worked and set close together now and then 
broadening out separating splitting up to circumvent a knot of 
wood from whose centre narrow fissures spread star-like to 
close up again immediately then came new gently undulating 
parallel lines like after a comb has been drawn through a mane 
of hair 


long blades of grey-green grass not flat but cylindrical tufts of 
sparse hair sometimes bowed by the wind then straightening 
up again to return to their curved immobility all facing in 
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the same direction 


way over yonder three women setting off already far away 
following the line of the shore sometimes one of them bent 
over while her companions continued along their way then 
halted turned around until she had straightened caught up 
with them head lowered apparently examining something in 
the hollow of her hand the other two leaning over as well to 
take a look for a moment all three motionless their heads 
touching the wind entangling their hair then they continued 
their promenade in miniature along the water’s edge For an 
instant her arm left her side rose up to meet the horizon in one 
rapid movement then it fell back to its place by her body the 
dog bounding around wriggling from front to back coppery 
with floppy ears and a jagged tail then they disappeared first 
behind the cropped grass and after that behind the dune itself 


also half buried in the sand an enamel saucepan coloured blue 
a hole in it with rust brown around the rim where enamel had 
come away through rubbing around the handle a black stripe 
circling the outside edges where the enamel too had come off 
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a hole pierced slantwise through the end of the handle 


they reappeared to the right of the dune first came the dog still 

bounding madly along then spinning round to freeze on the 
spot as it faced in their direction they were still out of sight its 
two front paws and muzzle were flat to the ground rump 
sticking up in the air tail whipping the air watching them 
approach the head of the one walking on the right came into 
sight first her head rising over the diagonal slope of the dune 
then came her arms and shoulders just as the head of the 
second one appeared then the entire body of the one on the 
right the geranium-coloured blouse of the second the head of 
the third one at that moment the first one disappeared out of 
sight hidden by the large chunk of wood while all of the third 
one’s body came into view the first one’s body reappearing to 
the right of the piece of wood the middle one’s body hidden by 
it in turn and so on one by one until at last all three were wholly 
visible ponderous with their heavy rumps the black dress and 
the two light-coloured blouses walking on 


now they had nearly reached the first fishing-boats hauled 
up on the sand where in between them men lay sleeping 


16 


bérénice’s golden mane 


underneath a sail pulled taut from edge to edge a smell of fish 
and diesel oil trapped within it asleep on piles of nets spangled 
with fish-scales men sleeping as if struck by lightning their 
heads thrown back throats offered up to the knife cheeks and 
necks covered in black hair an arm lifted and curved around 
the head one leg stretched out stiff the other half-bent trouser 
cuffs rolled halfway up to their calves flies walking on their 
hands on their faces landing on the corners of their open 
mouths 


geranium or rather cyclamen-pink the other blouse was apple- 
green 


the youngest in torn jumpers were playing football the ball 
rising greyish and heavy long afterwards the dull thud of bare 
feet smacking against leather came borne on the breeze along 
with the echoes of their shouting the idiot with the overlarge 
head running limping to block the ball one knee on the 
ground with his deformed foot swollen up elephantiasis or 
something or other a muggy wind causing the grass to ripple 
on the balding dunes like dead men’s hair 
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a cat with hairy armpits 


here and there as well barrel-staves brown half-circles ribs of 
an animal gnawed at scattered about 


every evening toiling in the chestnut night the chestnut sea 

toiling the stars coming out and going in backs arched putting 
their backs into it the mast-lantern glaring down on their 
shoulders shining with sweat emerging from the pitch-black 
night at every push you hear their bones cracking the huge 
boat in outline monstrous standing out black against the 
background of. the constellations Herdsman Hounds Hydra 
their legs floundering amid the colliding stars the obscure 
mass moaning oscillating but always desperately inert every 
evening the chestnut waves appear out of the night one after 
the other breaking slowly advancing in parallel lines marching 
surging forward unrolling a carpet of reflections Snake’s Head 
The Eagle The Coachman appearing and disappearing at last 
he moved slipped they shouted louder beginning a song of 
triumph but almost as soon as he stopped so did the singing 


so warm that the sea itself seemed to be sweating I could feel it 
running down my limbs viscous invasive 
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catching their breath silent standing in a line unmoving 
never letting go of it backs pressed hard up against each wave 
swift stars swirling about their legs splashing over them then 
drawing back Berenice’s Mane Pegasus revealing their ankles 
half-buried in the chestnut sand every evening day after day 


sticky hairs glued within the dark folds of his body black and 

intertangled like scribblings when children press down with 
all their weight on the lead-point ripping the paper to tear 
themselves a slit 


pink-cyclamen 


a piece of sackcloth acted as a door she pushed it aside then 

appeared dressed in black screeching like a nightbird her 
hoarse voice ripping through the twilight calling out to the 
children the light was shining oily through the sackcloth the 
flame closely resembling a diffuse saffron stain being soaked 
up by the yarn of string like a sheet of blotting paper 
something was cooking and sputtering sweet sickly fumes 
from the hot rancid oil 
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forced to squint I saw her silhouette eaten away by the light 
reduced to a single thread in livid space where here and there 


shone out 
cyclamen or rather withered lilac fructis ventris tui 


U then repeated as UI like the cry of a bird a copper-coloured 
beak crescent-shaped open a pale vermilion tongue flicking 


they say they put their eyes out to improve their song 
afterwards sending forth their strident notes of indigo 
periwinkle blue turquoise yellow canary robin redbreast into 
their night tearing the darkness apart 


woman screech owl 
the sackcloth fell back covering the doorway she stood there 
her profile a Chinese shadow a cat at her feet I could still smell 


the stink of hot oil that was turning my stomach 


a black cast-iron cauldron with a potblack-encrusted bottom 
used for cooking eels 
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the cat is wearing a pair of horizontally-striped trousers one 

second it displays a pair of vitrous phosphorescent eyes at the 
next eyes that are pale green pastille soulless then nothing at all 
hemeralopic 


scrawny animals with short coats ridged in a sawtooth pattern 

gleaming teeth dogs tied on a string to the underside of carts 
moving along in the shadow of the plane trees that line the 
road sometimes the driver would sleep in a hammock made 
from old sacking slung between the wheels beneath it the 
mule’s four hooves lift and fall in turn making no headway you 
were forced to slow down and sound the horn for a long time 
until he woke jumped down still half asleep between the 
wheels ran to the head of the team grabbing hold of the bridle 
and dragged the cart back to the right-hand side of the road 


sacks are piled up on the wharf and give off a strong violent 

peppery perfume of sulphur-carob that irritates your nose the 
docks stretching on endlessly on the outskirts are long factory 
walls of halfbaked yellow-brick lining the potholed dusty 
streets and against which they were lined up to be shot 
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they were stretched out as if asleep but were lying too still the 
flies not walking on them but hanging there in bunches glued 
together their dirty feet also shod with sandals 


dock-workers or something similar one of those hazily 
defined trades that are done around ports stokers polishers 
four or five of them their backs leaning against a wall of bricks 
that shines like a urinal glumly smoking stubby brown things 
caps worn low over their eyes a room eighteen by twenty-one 
feet something like that totally bare except for flyshit smeared 
over the light bulb dangling from the ceiling you pushed open 
the door which was at street level and you went in the silence 
the harsh light attacking you so to speak From time to time 
one of them would spit on the floor neither lowering her head 
nor turning her eyes away in the opposite corner there were six 
or seven of them wearing slips faded from being washed so 
often not pink blue or almond anymore but all of them the 
one and the same hue bleached it seemed practically 
impossible to tell them apart except for pale variations fringed 
with what once upon a time must have been lace and that 
nowadays had become dangling yellowed scallops hem- 
stitched on or just simply worn-out silk fringes some of them 
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are lifting up a leg all their weight on the other leg stiff straight 
out the foot a bit away from the wall their buttocks pressing 
against the tiling the sole of the other foot flat against it so 
that the buttock is touching the heel the thigh nearly 
horizontal and the hem of the slip is pulled high by the 
bulging top forming a lazy S to reveal 


a hearth a path between their bushy 
thighs 


imagine their gazes as being dotted lines which if seen on a 
diagram of the room (say roughly a square shape) would 
describe a network of finely drawn criss-crosses that converge 
on puffy shapes resembling, if viewed from above, certain 
species of inverterbrates shaped like stars with unevenly sized 
points with swollen protuberances and branches ending in 
nails and distributed around and emanating from two hairy 
knots (the head and the underbelly) that seem to merge one 
into the other 


finely drawn dotted lines that can be replaced by black arrows 
(or vectors) on the background of yellow tiles 
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a sting with a thick China ink body terminating in a crimson 
nearly equilateral tip like a mushroom 


bleached scallop-fringed hems rolling up their discoloured 
flesh breasts shoulders thighs all rinsed too apparently in 
bleach greyish except for their violently painted faces 
cyclamen black their eyes blue or green becoming birdlike 
with make-up a garland of roses painted all the way around 
the arch over the door that opened out from the wall facing 
the entrance and through which you could see the bottom 
steps of the staircase spiralling up thorny stalks woven 
together around the number eight followed by the letters 
Pts!. From the port came the sickly smell of mud mingling 
with the odour of deep purple nobbly carob pods horse feed 


what kind of animal could this jawbone come from resting 
on the sand not far from the maxillary saucepan’? a cross- 
shaped bone with a long flat handle a row of long yellowish 
teeth lying in the grey-green grass ruffled by the wind dunes 
with hairy armpits a bird had left traces of its delicate steps in 


'Pts = pesetas 
? saucepan - in French, casserole - a slang name in astronomy to describe the 
Big Dipper / Ursa Major / The Plough. 
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the smooth sand barely perceptible tridents pursuing each 
other drawing curves loops running into each other arbitrary 
nonchalant and the lid of an open food-can an orange moon 
sharp jagged edges studded with rust stains 


further along they were no more than three tiny dots 
geranium apple-green and black underneath the grey sky 


black stockings as well though a little young for them 
perhaps in mourning 

friends 

walking along the waves’ sudsy edge 

a tidemark of brownish fringes made up of detritus seaweed 
and chunks of floating driftwood riding on top of the foam 


further along more but less identifiable vestiges of the winter 


storms sometimes an entire tree complete with roots like 
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convulsive claws 


their bare feet leave imprints like soft guitars elongated and 
drawn tight in the middle crowned with the marks of five toes 
pearls lying in the hollow of a slight concavity sometimes 
barely visible those belonging to the one walking along the flat 
damp sand closest to the water however are deeper, the outline 
of the footprints clearly delineated miniature cliffs crumbling 
minuscule rockslides then the marks disappear for a few yards 
where a wave higher than the others covered them over 
completely wiping them out in other places they still remained 
visible but eroded shaped vaguely like troughs half filled in the 
edges blurred rounded-off still retaining a small quantity of 
water or sometimes having just disappeared swallowed down 


the one in black breaking away just before they reach the first 
houses of the village turning right to disappear behind stunted 


tamarisks 


a scent of damp earth emanated from the freshly watered 
gardens 
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some smelling of the sea and of seashells others as if you were . 
plunging your face deep into the moss to discover underneath 
a scent of pungent black humus 


Conception Incarnation Consuelo Conchita 


this wader with a light beige back white-striped belly and 
short sharp call walking swiftly through the grass like a rat 
probably vibrates its tongue to produce its cry 


an old lady draining the blood from her hens with the same 

rusty scissors she used for gutting the fish slicing their pale 
bellies in a rustle of satin they took a long time to die jerks 
spasms moments of calm in which the blood dripped drop by 
drop into the bowl then sudden convulsions a furious beating 
of wings thrashing the air coppery feathers flying 


was wearing a chequered apron with thin slate-grey stripes 
gripping the bowl between her knees the moon of blood waxed 
bigger and bigger at the bottom of it in her efforts to keep a 
tight hold perhaps she shifted loosening the grip of her knees 
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nearly spilling the slippery red disk fringed on one side now by 
a crescent of white porcelain though she held its head with one 
hand she couldn’t prevent it from shaking now and then so 
occasionally the blood spurted out spotting the porcelain sides 
with a fine dust of tiny drops no larger than the head of a 
needle 


near the boats headless sardines rotting or dried stiff spread 
out in an arc covered in sticky grey sand a large fish head with a 
row of sharp teeth and a glassy black round eye circled with an 


orange fringe 


a paté of nightingale tongues or whatever birds the slaves had 
brought them robin redbreasts hummingbirds served up on 
dishes of chased metal to my child’s mind it seemed that with 
the help of some cunningly hidden mechanism a melodic 
crystalline chirping should sing out in exquisite concert given 
by dead birds imagining them (the pátés) to be shrubs or 
cloches (doubtless likening them to the glass domes placed 
over those miniature trees populated by stuffed rainbow- 
coloured birds) all prickly with delicately pointed deep purple 
triangular tongues not dissimilar to those bizarre condoms I 
later saw on display in the window of a medical-supply shop 
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in Barcelona set out alongside rubber sheaths that slip over the 
tongue and are covered in tiny tongues that are pink or the 


colour of raw meat 


topped with green sauce, enslaved cooks whose masters 
ordered them put to death so that they took their secret to the 


grave 


clumps of bamboo from which issued a deafening twittering 

produced by the hundreds of birds gathered there in the 
evening before they grew gradually calmer little by little going 
to sleep as the shadows invaded the garden occasionally a 
shiver of fluttering wings rippled through the garden a few 
discordant notes sounding out with longer and longer spaces 
of silence in between until finally nothing 


she reappeared on the other side of the tamarisks walking 
with a lively step along the road once more she was hidden 
from sight by a clump of reeds and then I saw her going past a 
mock-Moorish ruin the colour of baked bread 


from time to time a faint twilight breeze rustling the leaves 
lapping up the black sweat running their dry tongues over 
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their lips their eyes following her mutely some sat while others 
were stretched out at the foot of a ruined wall some had removed 
their boots and parched lay sprawled here and there like after the 
end of a battle dressed in dust-coloured uniforms amid the sour 
stench of sweat that floated in the air rifles propped upright 
against one another barrel to barrel when your feet start bloody 
blooming buds that’s what they say in the poor bloody infantry 
toes fanned out dense prickly-pear cactus continued beyond the 
wall that they were leaning against their officers keeping to 
themselves some standing arms crossed on one leg heron-like 
the other pulled up bent the knee jutting forward backs square 
thickset and framed by two black gleaming leather straps that 
ran over their shoulders and hooked to metal rings on their 
belts black bulbous leather leggings shining rounding out their 
calves one of them had a moustache waxed to a high varnish 
polish the points of the tunic-collars decorated with raspberry- 
shaped badges you would have said they were all cut out from 
carton bouilli 


freshly watered gardens always gave off this sharp pungent 
smell water still lay stagnant in the furrows between rows of 
tomatoes bunches of reeds in parallel rows from somewhere 
came the creaking of a waterwheel 


30 


bérénice’s golden mane 


the olive trees grey the mountain violet the sky saffron 


she readjusted her comb while still walking, black in the 
twilight as she raised her two arms for an instant I could see 
the dark hair of her armpits her upraised arms two horns the 
black teeth of her comb outlined against the fading sky pulling 
it through her hair two or three times then she stuck it in and 
dropped her arms I 


licking their dry lips with fur-coated tongues 


further on a thin crack of yellow sulphur separated the grey 
sky from the mountains beyond the fishing boats tiny dots of 
geranium and jade could still be made out the sea the same 
grey as the sky the beach was grey also and separated from the 
water by a strip darker than the wet sand and where the 
footprints went off into the distance one of the trails suddenly 
branching away you could follow it for a few yards across a 
zone of damp sand then it disappeared the other side of the 
fringe of flotsam and jetsam regurgitated by the winter storms 
where her feet had only left faint prints shapeless in the 
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sand and were lost amid the chaotic succession of lines of 
miniature dunes and hollows caused by the countless footsteps 
that had trodden it 


on the postage stamps a child-king? shrimp-pink chubby- 
cheeked surrounded by worthies and bishops parade-dress for 
officers includes a sky-blue silk ribbon that dangles loosely 
from the neck some were thin dried out like bits of wood at 
one moment they moved aside slightly and in the middle of 
the deferent circle I could observe him seated on a low hillock 
with his scarab beetle’s metallic head his mandibles his coal- 
black serated beak fat pot-bellied shapeless his short black legs 
dangling the mountain was studded with glittering stars 
ribbons mottled with the exquisite colours of flowers blood 
lemon azure blue cherry garnet grass-colour colour of twilight 
of periwinkle of blue saffron ruby indigo dawns reflected in 
the depths of the severe and empty immensity of his tunic 


keeps licking his cracked lips with his tongue an ink and 
poppy-coloured sting 


’child-king - probably a reference to General Franco and the support of the 
Church in the Spanish Civil war (1936-1939). 
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in the night which had nearly fallen I could make out the 
creamy smudge of her thighs then she put her stockings back 
on and all was black save for the dress of the child still sitting 
beside her on the sand and the soundless fringe of undulating 
unset foam yonder they had finished playing football and 
begun to busy themselves around the fishing boats away from 
where the sun was setting the sky was one with the sea I could 
see the first star through a hole in the clouds its arms seeming 
to stretch out then to shorten retractile 


the one in black gone the two green and geranium blouses no 


longer even visible now 
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